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THE  OWL  SAT  ON  THE  OLD  YEW  TREE. 


Words  and  Music  by  Mf.s  A.R.  Luyster. 
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hade  him  g o That  bird  of  woe. 
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J Second  Verse. 
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T was  just  at  mid. night  hour  lie  came,  When  all  were  wrapt  in  sleep.  To 
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We  thought  up_on  the  lov’d  and  lost,  En__  tombed  be_neath  the  wave,  And 
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Yes,  God  was  there,  and  heard  the  cry5 
The  prayer,  the  dying  groan, 

And  ministering  angels  hovered  nigh? 
And  bore  each  spirit  home: 

111  omened  bird. 

Heaven’s  voice  vsas  heard. 


Just  then  a silvery  ray  of  light. 
Illumed  the  eastern  sky, 

In  wild  alarm  he  took  his  flight, 
T was  day  spring  from  on  high. 

We  hailed  the  sign 
As  voice  divine. 
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